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Love On Display 


"Listen you little slut." The man picked the dancer up by the arm and flung him face down on the bed, holding 
him down with one hand on the back of his neck. "I paid for a piece of your ass and a piece of your ass is 


what I'm gonna get, whether you like it or not. Do you understand me?" 


The dancer squirmed on the bed, kicking out at the man with his legs, but the grip on his neck tightened until 
he saw stars. He whimpered and lay still on the bed. 


"Good boy," The man coved. "Now put your hands behind your back" Tears rolled down the dancers face and 
mixed with blood from his nose and a cut above his eye, but he obeyed. He sighed in relief as the man 


released the grip on his neck to hold both his hands. 


The man leaned forward, his tongue rasping over the dancer's ear. "l'm guessing you must be Eric's new boy. 
Well, guess what kid; you ain't just paid to dance." He laughed as he tugged at the dancer's g-string before 
running his hands over the muscular ass. "These rooms have certain.. aides to make things easier on you. But 
you fought me, so we won't be using them. And you might want to keep very very quiet because | don't think 
Eric will be very happy if you cause a scene on a Friday night." With those words, the man thrust his cock 
into the dancers ass. The dancer bit down on his lower lip to stifle his scream, teeth drawing blood as the man 


fucked him ruthlessly, coming inside him with a grunt. 


The man pulled away, slapping the dancer's ass as he got dressed. He ignored the young man lying on the bed 


as he walked out the door, turning the lights off as he left. 
The dancer moaned and slid off the end of the bed, landing in a heap on the floor. He was oblivious to the blood 
and semen that trickled down his thighs as he rocked on the floor in the darkness, tears streaming down his 


face. 
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David sighed as he hung up the phone and turned back to face Richie. "There's still no reply," he told Richie 
apologetically. 


Richie glanced down at his watch. "Guess he must be working tonight, then" 
"Working?" Alec spoke up. "I didn't know he had a job." 


"Yeah, he's been working in some bar for a few weeks." Richie glanced down at his watch again. "We should've 


planned this earlier so he could get the night of 
"In a bar?" Alec frowned and shook his head, ‘It just doesn't feel right" 

David shrugged. "This is Jon we're taking about, he'll be fine.” 

"Yeah, | know." Alec admitted with a sigh. "He's just... so fucking headstrong. | worry about him sometimes: 
"We all do" Tico reassured Alec. 


"He'll be fine, Alec. Jon's got his head screwed on" Richie pointed out, eyes drifting back over to the telephone 


again. 

David followed Richie's line of vision and smiled softly. "What you wanna do? Wait a bit longer for him or go?" 
Richie took a deep breath. "Not much point in waiting. If he's working he won't finish till late." He decided and 
got up out of the chair, pulling on his coat. The others followed his lead and they all piled into Alec's car. "So, 
where are we going?" Richie asked after a few minutes. 


"Can't tell you that," Tico answered from the front of the car. 


"But you'll definitely enjoy it," Alec added and David grinned. Richie's eyes widened slightly and he couldn't help 
but wonder what the right held in store for him. 


The car pulled to a stop in a car park Alec and Tico got out the front of the car, and waited for Richie's 


reaction. Richie looked around, staring at the club. "A strip club?" He asked, unconvinced. 
"But not just any strip club," Tico pointed out. "Your kind of strip club." 


Richie felt his mouth turn dry. "Oh." He laughed and shook his head, turning back to the car. "Yeah, sure guys, 
very funny. Whatever. Let's get out of here." 


"We're serious, Richie." Alec said gently. "It's your birthday and.. we wanted it to be something you'd 


remember." 
Richie shook his head. "No... |..." 


"Shut up Richie!" David laughed as they dragged him towards the club. Richie protested all the way, but before 


he knew it, all four boys were seated at a corner table ordering their drinks. 


"Stop complaining, Richie," Alec shook his head and laughed. "You only turn 21 once, so shut up and start 
enjoying it" 


"Did | hear you say 2st birthday? Who's?" 


Tico turned to look at the man leaning on the wall next to the table and frowned slightly. The other man was 


dressed in a black turtleneck sweater and grey chinos, gold-rimmed glasses hanging on a chain around his neck. 
"His," Tico pointed to Richie. "Why?" 


The man ignored Tico, turning his attention to Richie, pumping his hand enthusiastically. "Happy birthday, son. 
Eric Clarke, owner. I've got just the thing for you boys. And on the house in recognition of this special day. One 


moment, please." 


Eric glanced around this club; where was that blasted boy? His eyes landed on the bar and he frowned. He 
should have known really; sitting at the bar, nursing a drink and talking to his boyfriend Tom, one of the bar 
staff, stopping both of them from working. He made his way through the throng of people to lean next to the 


dancer, placing one hand in a grip on his shoulder. 


"Enough sitting around and chatting up my bar staff, boy. Got some work for you to do. Time for you to earn 
some money." He pulled the younger man off the stool, and guided him across the club, not even letting him 
finish his drink "Got a special dance for you to do. A birthday treat for a young man. Make it good and I'm 


sure he'll make it worth your while.” 


They rounded the corner and the dancer's eyes widened as he recognised the people sitting at the table he 
was being propelled towards. He came to a full stop, pulling away from Eric and shaking his head. "Eric, wait. | 


can't... | can't... |... |... | know them." 


Eric span on the spot and stalked over the few steps to where the dancer was standing, face turning pale. He 
grabbed hold of the dancer's wrist and pulled him close, nails digging into his wrist. "Listen, you little punk. I've 
just about had enough of your attitude. Time you remembered | only keep you on because you're pretty and 
the clients like you. And there are clients, paying clients, waiting for you. Now, you either get out there and 
dance for them, or you pack your bags, get the hell out of my club and don't come back again. Which will it 
be?" 


Richie looked up at Tico as David and Alec shared a worried look, all four of them hoping that no one was 


getting into trouble on their behalf. 
"Perhaps we should just go," Richie offered, finishing his drink. 


Alec ran his fingers through his hair and was just starting to agree when the conversation they could hear 


between Eric and the dancer continued. 


"Good boy," Eric laughed, dragging the unresisting dancer all the way over to the table. He grinned at Richie 
before walking away. "Enjoy. 


His cheeks flushed a deep red, the dancer stood with his back to the table, head dropped forward, long wavy 
hair hiding his face from the rest of the club. He held his body loosely, swaying his hips in time to the beat of 


the music. 


Eric sighed and shook his head, stepping away from his place in the shadows. He tipped the dancer's chin up, 
forcing him to meet his eyes. "Very nice, " he smirked. He ran his hand down the younger man's body, 


squeezing his balls. "But as nice as your ass is, | don't think that's what they're paying to see, do you?" 
The dancer shook his head; blush deepening as he turned around, momentarily meeting Richie's eyes. 


Richie's eyes widened, his mouth turning dry as he recognised the young man dancing for him. A silent bubble 
of laughter rose in his throat; so that's why Tico and Alec were so eager to get going. They'd all planned this 
as a prank for his birthday. And one hell of a prank it was. 


He glanced to his side at David, frowning slightly at the look of extreme embarrassment on the younger man's 
face. If this was all planned, why was he looking so shocked? A look out the corner of his eye revealed similar 
expressions of Tico and Alec's faces as they stubbornly looked elsewhere. Richie couldn't help but wonder if 


this wasn't planned after all. But why then would.. 


Richie's attention was wrenched back to Jon when he felt the other man's hands move to his shoulders, Jon 
standing straddling his thighs. Richie swallowed hard, feeling his mouth go dry. Unconsciously he ran his eyes 
down Jon's lithe form. He was only wearing eyeliner and a small black leather g-string, neither of which 


covered very much. His shoulders and chest were dusted with gold and his nipples were rouged and tight. 


The music started playing again and Jon swayed in time to the beat, speeding up with the music until he was 
grinding over Richie's lap, hands playing over the guitarist's chest. Jon's eyes were squeezed shut, a fiery 
blush on his face as he tossed his head back, exposing his pale throat. 


Richie squeezed his hands into fists on the bench next to him, desperately trying not to reach out and touch 
Jon. He could feel his jeans getting tighter and tighter as he got more turned on, Jon's fingers snaking further 
and further down his chest to his stomach. He moaned quietly and shook his head; this was Jon. He wasn't 
getting turned on; he didn't want to grab Jon and fuck him senseless. It was just a natural reaction to.. 


He whimpered as the music stopped and so did Jon, pulling away from him completely and sliding out from the 
booth and striding across the club towards the bar as quickly as he could Richie followed him with his eyes, 
mesmerised by the sway of that ass and disgusted by the way other men were reaching out to grab him and 


cat calling. 


Richie sighed and ran his hands over his face. His glass was empty so he grabbed Tico's and drained it in one. 
"Uhmm" He shifted in his seat, moaning under his breath as he rubbed his hard-on against his jeans. "What.. 
ubh.." He shook his head and stood up, pushing past Alec. "I have to... l.. Gotta.. | have to talk to him." 


"What... What just happened here?" David forced out as he watched Richie leave. 
Alec shook his head. "Dunno. Wasn't expecting that though." 


"No shit," Tico laughed dryly. "But I'd say.. " He exhaled heavily. "We definitely took Rich out on a night he ain't 


gonna forget!" 


Richie was halfway to the bar when Eric stepped out from between a cluster of tables. "Was the dance.. 
satisfactory." He made a show of staring at the hard-on tenting Richie's pants. 


Richie shifted uncomfortably on the spot, feeling the urge to cover his crotch with his hands. His tongue 
darted out to wet nervously dry lips. "Uh. Yeah. Is.. Can l.. Is there anyway | can talk to him. In private?" 


Eric laughed. "In private. Sure. $25 for 30 minutes. Extras cost. He'll let you know. Take a seat at the bar, 


someone will come and get you when he's ready.” 


Richie nodded and sat on one of the bar stools, watching as Eric moved down the bar, stopping and whispering 
something in Jon's ear. Jon tensed but nodded, sliding off his stool and pushing through the curtain covering 
one wall. Richie pulled his wallet from his jeans pocket and flipped through it, sighing under his breath; $25 was 
all he had. But he had to see Jon, had to speak to him. He knew if he waited until the morning, Jon would have 
had time to make excuses and avoid him. He sighed again and spun the stool around, leaning his back against 


the bar, eyes darting around the club. 


Jon sat back in the plush leather chair, chewing nervously on his fingernails, fingers picking at his cuticles. Eric 


told him someone had requested a private dance but not who. And he'd just danced for Richie. He knew Richie 


had enjoyed the dance, had been turned on by it; he'd seen it in his face and the erection he'd been sporting. 
What if Richie had requested the private room and what if he didn't just want a dance? 


The sound of the door opening startled Jon from his train of thought and he looked up, still biting his nails 
Please don't let it be Richie, please don't let it be.." 


"Richie." 
"Jon" 
"Uhmm, hi." He smiled weakly. "Happy birthday.” 


"Thanks." Richie sat down on the bed opposite Jon and watched him, waiting for him to say something. When 
Jon didn't speak, Richie ran his fingers through his hair. "Thought you said you worked in a bar?" 


"| did And | do. Never specified what | did." 


"True," Richie admitted. He frowned. "Do your mom and dad know what you do here? Don't tell me they're okay 
with this?" 


Jon shook his head and stood, turning his back on Richie, resting his forehead against the cool wall. "No, they 
don't know. It's not like they'd give a fuck if they did. They wouldn't.." he shrugged. "They don't care what | do." 


‘Of course they care, Jon 


"No they don't, Richie." There was a slight hitch in Jon's voice but Richie heard it and frowned. "They." Jon 
took a deep breath. "They threw me out." 


"Because of this?" 


Jon shook his head. "No. It happened a few months ago. They caught me and... and Tom making out on the 


couch one evening. Dad went.. he just went fucking mad." Jon sniffed, tears starting to roll down his cheeks. 


"Oh God, Jon, I'm sorry.." Richie turned Jon around to face him and held him close. Neither man said a word, 
just stood there silently, Jon's tears shaking him slightly. Richie tightened his hold on Jon, how on earth could 


Jon's parents have done this to him? he wondered. Jon's just a kid..." 


Jon blushed and pulled away. Richie let him go, wiping the last few stray tears from his cheek with a thumb. 
"You OK?" Jon nodded, swallowing heard. Richie frowned at a smear of colour on Jon's cheek and wiped his 


thumb under his eye again. More make-up came off, revealing a mostly faded bruise around Jon's eye. "Jon?" 


Richie tilted Jon's chin up with his finger to get a better look. "What happened?" 


Jon shrugged and wrapped his arms around himself. "Didn't bend over quick enough.” 


"Bend over? | don't under.. oh." Richie stumbled backwards slightly, the backs of his knees hitting the chair and 
he sank back down into it. "Oh." 


Jon shook his head. "l'm not a whore, Richie." 

"| never said you were," Richie replied quickly. 

"No, but you were thinking it" 

"What am | supposed to think, Jon?" 

Jon's eyes widened and he shook his head. A look of distress passed over his face, but he squeezed his eyes 
shut, mouth changing to a thin flat line. "Fine," he replied dully, features schooled to an emotionless mask. "If 
its a whore you want, it's a whore you get" He dropped his knees in front of Richie, hands resting on the 


guitarists thighs. 


Richie tensed at the touch, sucking in a deep breath as Jon started to unzip his pants. He moaned, then shook 
his head, pushing Jon away. 


Jon landed on his back, legs spread slightly. He laughed and spread his legs wider, folding his hands behind his 
head. "This way works too." He looked up at Richie and raised an eyebrow. "Well?" 


"No," Richie ground out. He rose from the chair, bent down and grabbed Jon's arm pulling him to his feet, 
shaking him lightly. "You're better than this, Jon" He insisted quietly. "Get your stuff, we're leaving." 


Jon blushed and pulled his arm free, realising how he'd just offered himself to Richie; proving the guitarist 
right. He was a whore. He sighed softly. "I can't leave in the middle of my shift, Richie." He whispered. "I won't.. 
| won't get paid if | do." 


"Jon, please." Richie started to reply but a loud bang at the door stopped him. 


"Time's up!" The door was flung open, both men blinking as the bright lights from the club assaulted their 


eyes. "Pay and leave," Richie was instructed by a face-less voice. 
Jon blushed as Richie pulled $25 from his wallet and handed it to him. 
"IIl see you tomorrow, yeah?" Richie asked as he turned away. 


Jon nodded. "Yeah," he replied quietly, sinking to his knees, the money falling from nerveless fingers as Richie 


walked out the door, closing it quietly behind him. 


"Where the fuck is he?" Richie asked softly, holding his head in his hands as he watched Alec pacing across the 


floor in front of him. "He said he'd be here." 


"He'll be here," David reassured him. "He has to be," he continued, more to himself, his attention turning back 


to the magazine in his hands. 

Richie sighed and sat back in the chair, stretching his long legs out in front of him. He closed his eyes and 
pinched the bridge of his nose between thumb and forefinger. Shit! Last night's ruined everything; he's too 
embarrassed to even face me.. He continued berating himself under his breath, not realising that Tico had 
asked him a question until David shook him gently to get his attention 

"You alright?" 


Richie jerked upright, shaking his head to clear it. "Hm..?" He looked around, realising that the other three were 
waiting for him to say something. "Sorry, | was just.” 


"Any ideas on why he ain't here?" Tico interrupted. 
Richie shook his head. "None. It's not like him." 


"Are you sure?" Tico pushed harder. "You were the last person to speak to him last night. So, what exactly did 
happen at the club when you went after him." 


Richie narrowed his eyes. "What exactly are you trying to say, Tico?" 


"Tico does have a point," Alec pointed out. "You were gone a hell of a long time just to talk to him, then you 


couldn't wait to get out of there." 
David winced. "Guys, I." 


Richie ignored David's interruption, standing up and drawing himself to his full height. "I told you," he ground 
out. "We talked" 


"Nothing else?" 

"Why, you.." Richie grabbed the collar of Tico's jacket and slammed him back against the wall. "How dare you...” 
The door banged open and four pairs of eyes Turned to look, scowling when one of the studio executives, and 
not Jon, walked in. He raised an eyebrow at the scene in front of him, waiting for Richie to let Tico down 


before speaking. 


If you've quite finished." He started, an amused tone to his voice. "We've waited for Jon for 30 minutes, we're 


going to have to start without him" 


David shook his head and stood up, glaring at Richie and Tico. "No. We don't do anything; make any decisions 


unless we're all here. Can.. We'll reschedule." Next to him he could see the others nodding in agreement. 


Richie apologised to the executive. "Jon was ill last night with the stomach flu. He was hoping he'd be better 
for this morning. Guess he isn't. We'll speak to him and call you later in the week." 


The executive nodded and harrumpheg, turning his back on the band as they filed out the studio. 

"The flu?" Alec laughed, leaning against a wall and lighting a cigarette. 

"Well, what the fuck was | supposed to say?" Richie shot back." ‘Sorry Jon's not here, but he's too 
embarrassed to face us after he done a lap dance for us last night! Whatever!" He stormed off and got into 
his car, slamming the door shut and resting his forehead on the steering wheel, before shaking his head and 


driving off. 


Tom rolled his eyes and took the remote control from Jon's hand. He turned the TV off and lay down on the 
sofa, head resting on Jon's lap. He sighed as Jon's fingers started threading through his hair. 


‘Mm... That's nice. Thought you had some band meeting today." 

"Yeah," Jon replied uncommitted. 

"So why aren't you there?" 

Jon shrugged. "Wanted to spend some time with you." 

Tom laughed and sat up again, pushing Jon down and lying on top of him. "I can do that," he grinned, sealing his 
lips over Jon's. Jon moaned and wrapped his arms around Tom, deepening the kiss. "Oh God, Jon.." Tom gasped, 


breaking the kiss long enough to pull the younger man's t-shirt off and drop it to the floor. 


Jon whimpered with loss and wrapped his hands around Tom's shoulders, pulling him back down again. His 


tongue slid past Tom's lips, his fingers playing over his skin 


Tom groaned into Jon's mouth, fingers tangling in Jon's long dark hair, holding his head still as he took control 
of kiss, fucking the younger man's mouth with his tongue. 


"T. Tom... uhh... " 


"Ssshh.." Tom pressed one finger over Jon's lips, kissing and sucking his way down Jon's throat, nibbling softly 
in the dip of his collarbone. "Jon. 


Jon moaned, his hips rocking up against Tom's, hands flying up to clutch against his shoulders. Ton laughed 
breathlessly and pressed Jon's hands back down against the couch. Jon whimpered softly, arching up as Tom's 


mouth found one of his nipples, flicking his tongue over it Jon was writhing under him. 


"Tom... Tom... Oh.. |..." Jon trailed off as Tom's tongue dipped into his belly button, the blond man's hands 
reaching for the zip on his jeans, pulling it down slowly. Jon shook his head and knocked Tom's hands away. 


"Tom, no." 
"Hey, it's ok," Tom looked up and met Jon's eyes, smiling gently. "Come on, Jon, just relax, itll be fine.” 


Jon groaned and shook his head. "No..." He pushed Tom off him and sat up, pulling his knees to his chest and 


wrapping his hands around his legs. "No means no, Tom." 
Tom sighed and ran his fingers through his tousled hair. "I thought you loved me?" 
"I do," Jon reassured him. "I just... l'm not ready for.. for this. Not yet." He ducked his head. "I'm sorry.’ 


Tom sighed again, reaching out to place a hand on Jon's knee, face falling when he pulled away. "Jon.." He shook 
his head. "I can't do this any longer," he admitted. "I can't keep on watching you down there, acting the way you 
do." He hauled himself off the couch, pacing the living room floor as he spoke. "Do you have any idea how hard 
it is for me to watch you every night: watching you drape yourself over them; watching you dance for them; 
watching them paying to fuck you? You let them fuck you and you won't even let me touch you. Do you have 
any idea how that feels?" 


Jon swallowed hard. "| don't..." 


Tom whirled around to look at Jon, silent tears coursing down his cheeks as he pulled out his wallet. "How 
much, Jon? $25? $50? $100? How much do | have to pay to spend time with my own boyfriend?" He swiped 
angrily at his tears and threw a bundle of bills at Jon. "There, $200. | can touch you for that, can't |?" 


Jon shook his head and opened his mouth to reply. 


Tom laughed dryly. "What? | have to pay the same $500 as everyone else? Shit, | can't afford you, can't 
afford to spend time with my own boyfriend" He shoved the bills into Jon's pocket. "So, what can | get for 
$200, Jonny?" 


Jon glared and handed the money back to Tom. "| dont want your money, Tom." 


"Oh, so my money's not good enough for you either, now, is that it? You don't want me, and you don't want 


my money either. Well, when you do work out what it is you want, you know where | am." 


Jon sank down onto one of the bar stools, fingers curling around the glass of ice-cold water one of the 
barmen had just handed him. He glanced along the bar, relieved when he didn't see Tom; after the fight they'd 
had earlier he really didn't want another confrontation with him. He looked up at the clock and smiled to 
himself. His shift was done in just over I5 minutes. He brought the glass to his lips and was just starting to 


drink it when a heavy hand fell on his shoulder. He squeezed his eyes shut and took a deep breath before 
turning his head to look at Eric. 


"Room 3. Asked for you personally.” 
Jon's heart sank and he glanced up at the clock again. "But..." 
"Now." 


Jon nodded and slid off the stool, slipping through the curtain and making his way down to the rooms. He really 
hoped this guy only wanted a dance; it had been a long, hot, Friday night shift and he just wanted to curl up 
and go to sleep. He pushed the door to room 3 open, not even bothering to look at his client who was sitting in 
the chair waiting for him. He climbed onto the other man's lap, straddling him and wrapping his arms around 


his neck. 


"So, you've already paid for the dance," Jon purred into his ear. "But if you want anything else, just let me 
know. $50 for a blowjob, $250 if you wanna get fucked and $500 if you want a piece of me." He snaked one 
hand down the other man's chest to his lap, rubbing his crotch until he felt the swelling of his erection 
growing against his hand. 


Richie moaned, arching up into Jon's expert touch, his breathing increasing as his arousal grew. He shook his 
head and grabbed Jon's hand in a steel grip, stilling it. "Jon, no.. Don't..." He choked out around another moan. 


Jon's eyes widened and he looked up, meeting Richie's eyes. He shook his head, face turning pale, starting to 
hyperventilate as he slid of Richie's lap and grabbed a sheet from the bed and wrapped it around his hips. He 
sat down heavily on the bed. "What... What are you doing here, Richie?" 

"We need to talk." 


Jon shook his head. "I'm not paid to talk," he replied flatly. 


Its my money," Richie pointed out, slamming the bills down on the cupboard next to him. "If | want to talk, we 


talk" 
Jon scowled at him. "Yeah, | notice you've got the money for this, but never any when the band needs it" 


'| borrowed the money from my mom. And you obviously care about the band so much that you couldn't even 
be bothered to turn up to a meeting with studio execs this morning." 


The anger drained from Jon and he slumped forward, shaking his head. He sighed heavily and took a deep 
breath, looking up at Richie. "How could |?" He asked softly. "Not when you all know about..." He gestured 


around the room. 


"I didn't tell them. As far as they know you just dance." 


"Oh." Jon blushed again and broke eye contact, dropping his gaze to his hand. “Thanks. Look, uhmm... my shift's 
nearly done. I've got a place upstairs, if you really wanna talk. " Richie nodded and Jon smiled weakly. He opened 
the door and led him through the club to the back wall, pulling a thick curtain away to reveal a flight of 


narrow steps. "It's just up there. Door's not locked. I'll be up in a bit" 
Richie nodded and made his way up to Jon's flat. "K." 


Jon sighed softly and let the drapes fall back into place. He leaned back against the wall and took a deep breath 
before making his way back through the club to the small room where he could clock off and change back into 
his regular clothes. He made his way back to the entrance to his apartment, his heart feeling lighter; Richie 


could help him, he was sure of it. 

Tom frowned as he watched Jon climb the stairs to his apartment. He was sure he'd just watched Jon send a 
client up there. A guy who'd been in a private room with him more than once. And he didn't like it, not one bit. 
He put down the glass he was cleaning and glanced around. There was no sign of Eric or the bar manager, so 


he slipped out from behind the bar and made his way up the steps to Jon's apartment. 


Richie turned from the window as he heard the door opening. He smiled at Jon as the younger man walked 
through the door. Jon grinned back and grabbed a can from the fridge, collapsing down on the sofa. Richie 
moved to sit on the small table opposite. 

"Is.. Is everything OK, Jon?" 

Jon nodded. "Yeah, | guess." He shrugged his shoulders. "Why wouldn't it be?" 


Richie ran his fingers through his hair. "I just thought... After everything that happened with your parents and 


working here." 

Jon sighed and sat up fully straight and put his can back down on the table. He looked up and met Richie's 
concerned gaze, eyes misting with tears a distressed expression on his face. "I can't." his voice broke and he 
dropped his head, hair covering his face. 

"Jon?" Richie frowned and sat down on the couch next to Jon. "Jon, talk to me." Jon shook his head, pressing his 
lips tightly together as he willed himself not to cry. Richie exhaled softly and wrapped his arm tightly around 
Jon, feeling the other man relax against him, head resting on his shoulder as he cried quietly. 

"| don't wanna do this any more, Richie," he whispered. 


"You don't have to," Richie replied just as softly. 


Jon sighed shakily. "Yes, | do," he insisted. He wiped his tears away with his fingers and sniffed hard. "lve got 


nowhere else to go: no money, no job, nowhere to live, and | owe Eric.. Fuck, | don't know how much | owe him. 


Hundreds of dollars." 
"Hundreds... What... Jon.. how... Why.. You owe.. Uhmm... How many hundreds are we talking here? " 


"A lot," Jon admitted. "Um... after.. After my dad threw me out, | ended up on the streets. | didn't have 


anywhere else to go," he continued when Richie was about to interrupt. "Eric.. he bailed me out when." 


"Whoa.. Jon.. stop right there. Bailed you... You.. You were arrested?" Jon blushed and started picking at his 
nails. "Yeah. Breaking and entering and theft. | broke into a convenience store after it had closed" Jon admitted 
and squeezed his eyes shut, feeling Richie tense next to him. "| was so cold, Richie. Cold and hungry and." he 
trailed off, shaking his head as fresh tears fell. "I didn't know what else to do. l.. | called Tom. He.. He works 
here too, down in the bar. He got Eric to get me out of there. | didn't have any money to pay him back, so he 
said | could work behind the bar until I'd paid it off" 


"Behind the bar?" Richie echoed. "So how the hell did you end up doing... " 


"Dancing? Wh.. whoring my body out?" Jon shrugged, not bothering to wipe away the tears that fell. "I don't 
know," he confessed, sobbing. "One night, | was cleaning up the bar area after we'd closed. Eric.. He.. he pushed 
me over one of the tables and s.. st.. started t.. t.. touching me, said.. He said he had a job that would use 
bet... Better use of my t.. talents. I'd seen some of the other guys d.. dancing for the customers, but.. | didn't 


that I'd be able to pay him back sooner and have some money left over after the rent. Be able to start 


saving, but.. he put the rent up.. and it's... it's more... | can't..." 


Richie swore under his breath and narrowed his eyes. If he ever got his hands on Eric Clarke.. He took a deep 
breath and pushed that though away. Right now, Jon needed him. He wrapped his arms tighter around Jon, 


relieved when the younger man relaxed in his arms. 


‘It Il be ok," Richie reassured Jon, resting his head on Jon's wavy hair, resisting the temptation to press a kiss 
to his head as he cried against him. 


"Just what the hell is going on here, Jon?" Tom demanded, standing in front of the couch, arms crossed over 


his chest, glaring heatedly at Richie. 


"Tom!" Jon exclaimed and pulled away from Richie, furiously wiping the tears from his face as he stood up to 


face his boyfriend. "What are you doin here?" 
"Who's he?" Tom nodded slightly towards Richie. 
Jon heard Richie standing up behind him, and angled his body so he was in between Tom and Richie. "Tom, calm 


down please. | know... | know what you're thinking, but... it's not like that, | promise.’ He turned slightly to Richie. 
"Tom Groves, Richie Sambora. Richie's in the band, he plays guitar.” 


"In the band?" Tom repeated, laughing. "Bullshit!" He spat. "I've seen him down in the club. Tonight and last night. 
With you. Wanna try telling me again who he is?" 


Jon paled and shook his head, taking a step backward and bumping into Richie. He opened his mouth to reply but 
Richie interrupted him. 


"Hey, man, don't. He's telling you the truth. | do play in the band” 


"Uh-huh, sure. Jon plays guitar and he's good, I've heard him. So what would he need a guitarist for?" Tom 


smirked and raised an eyebrow. 

“Tom, shut up, please," Jon begged him quietly. "You're embarrassing yourself” 

"'m embarrassing myself?" Tom laughed dryly. "You embarrass yourself every fucking night down there - lap- 
dancing for strangers in that skimpy excuse for a uniform. Then they pay to fuck you in a private room. 
What's the matter Jon? Eric taking too big a cut, so you decided to earn a bit extra by inviting them up 
here?" 

"No." Jon moaned, his eyes widening as he watched Richie push past him and slam Tom up against the wall. 
"How dare you..." Richie growled, shaking Tom hard. 


"Richie, no." Jon grabbed Richie arm and pulled him backward. "Leave him." 


"What's the matter, Sambora?" Tom laughed. "Did | hit a raw nerve? Forgot that he's nothing but a cheap 
fucking whore, did you. Thought he could be your boyfriend, that he really cared for you?" 


"Tom, that is enough." Jon's voice started to rise as he lost his temper. "| am not.. Richie's not my boyfriend, 
not even a fucking client. You are my boyfriend. Or at least | thought you were. But if this is the way you 
treat my friends..." 


"Oh, so you're threatening me now, are you? Fine! It's not like I'd notice the difference, you never let me 


fucking touch you any more." 
Richie snorted. "This surprises you the way you treat him?" 


"Shut up, Richie." Jon snapped, turning on the guitarist. "This has nothing to do with you. It's between me and 


Tom. 
"But..." 


"Shut up and sit down, or leave." 


Richie sighed but nodded. He sat down on the arm of the couch, alternately scowling and glaring at Tom. 


"Actually, | think leaving might be a very good idea" Jon and Tom both jumped, paling as they turned to look at 


the thunderous expression on Eric as he walked through the door. 
"E. Eric... What..." 


"Take your own advice, Bongiovi; shut up!" Eric pushed Jon down on the couch next to Richie and turned his 
attention to Tom. "You still want your job, Groves?" Tom paled and nodded. "Then get your ass downstairs and 
back behind that bar where you belong!" Tom nodded again and without a backward glance at Jon, ran out the 
apartment and down the stairs. "And as for you.." He grabbed Richie's upper arm and hauled him roughly to 
his feet. "| don't know who you are or what you're doing here, but | want you off these premises and | don't 


want to see you here ever again" 
Richie pulled his arm out of Eric's grip. "No, | think I'll stay, thanks all the same." 
Jon moaned softly, holding his head in his hanas. "Just go, Richie." 


Eric laughed. "On first name terms with the clientele, are we Jon? So touching. Why don't you listen to the 
little whore, Richie, and leave?" 


Richie narrowed his eyes at Eric, hands bunching into fists. "He is not." 


"Yes | am," Jon interrupted quietly, one hand on Richie's arm to stop him lashing out at Eric. "Please Richie, 
just leave. I'll be fine." 


Richie sighed but nodded, the expression on his face indicating he was not happy with the situation. He pulled 
away from Jon and Eric and made his way to the door. 


Jon took a deep breath and looked up at Eric. "What do you want?" 

Eric strode across the room and pushed Jon back against the couch. He grabbed a handful of Jon's top and 
leaned in close. "You really are an ungrateful little punk, aren't you? After everything I've done for you, this is 
how you repay me. | bail you out, | get you off the streets, | give you a place to live and a job and | find out 
you've been screwing me over. How many more of my clientele have you been bringing up here and fucking for 
extra money after hours?" 

"No, | wasn't... | haven't..." 


"Shut up!" Eric snarled, backhanding Jon around the face. 


Jon gasped, his hand automatically flying to his face, eyes widening when his fingers came away from his 


mouth bloody. 


"I've had enough of your attitude," Eric continued. "You're lazy, you stop other members of my staff from 
working with your idle chit-chat, and now this. You're fired, Jon! You have the rest of the weekend to get your 
stuff together, get me my money and get the hell out of this apartment. Do you understand?" 


Jon shook his head. "I don't.. | haven't got your money." 


"Well you better find it then, hadn't you? $850, by Monday. Or else!" Eric stalked across the apartment to the 
door and slammed it shut behind him. 


Feeling shaky, Jon pushed himself up from the couch and paced around his apartment, pausing to stare out the 
window at the darkening sky. $850.. how the hell am | going to find that much money by Monday? A thought 
flashed through his mind and he shuddered, there was no way he could do that. In the relative safety club was 
one thing, but.. no, he decided, definitely not. 


Sick to the stomach at the thought, he moved to sit on the edge of the bed, holding his head in his hands. How 
else are you going to get Eric the money? asked the little voice inside his head. Its not like you can take out a 


loan or borrow it from your parents 


"Shut up," he hissed under his breath, lying down on his side. He could feel the tears of frustration welling in 
his eyes and, despite his best efforts to will them away, felt them starting to spill out and down his face. He 
sniffed hard and drew his knees to his chest, wrapping his arms around his legs, curling in on himself as he 


cried. 


When he looked up again the night sky had completely settled in, his face was stiff with the salt from his 
tears and his head ached from crying. He sat up and wiped his hands through his hair, drying his face on his 
t-shirt. Chewing on his nails, he glanced around his room, his gaze landing on his overnight bag and clothes 
hanging from the rail. Perhaps if Eric couldn't find him, he wouldn't worry about getting his money back.. 


Nodding thoughtfully to himself, Jon grabbed a black shirt from the back of a chair and pulled it on quickly, 
locating a pair of boots and a denim jacket. He opened his bag and threw his clothes into it, zipping it shut as 
he laced up the boots and buttoned the jacket. He pulled his key ring from his jeans pocket and left it on the 
table, turning the lights off and leaving the door unlocked and open as he walked through it. Bag slung over his 
back, he took the stairs two at a time, and made his way quickly through the emptying club, not looking at 


anyone and ignoring Tom as he called out to him. 


Richie straightened up from the wall and put his cigarette out as the club door opened. He was waiting for 
Tom, wanting to have words with the older man, not happy with the way he'd been treating Jon. He didn't know 
when Tom's shift finished and was going to wait until it did, and grab him before he left the club. Richie's eyes 
widened as Jon came hurtling out the front door, running past him without a word. He frowned and ran after 


Jon, grabbing his wrist and pulling him to a stop. 


"Hey, Jon, wait up man. You okay? What happened in there?" 


"Nothing. Let go of me." Jon pulled his hand free of Richie's grip and ran off again Richie swore under his 
breath and chased him, but lost sight of him in the dark alleyways. 


"l can't believe this... First Jon doesn't show for an important meeting with the studio and now it seems that 
Richie can't be bothered either. Thought this band was important to them" Tico growled as he paced the floor. 


Alec nodded in agreement. "Must have better things to do." 
"Yeah, like fucking each other," Tico spat: 


| don't think it's like that," David interrupted quietly as he hung the phone up. "Richie's mom said he hasn't 


been home all night." 


"Well, yeah that's cos he's been fucking Jon all night. Try and keep up Davidl" Tico rolled his eyes and turned 
his back on the other man, lighting another cigarette and taking a deep drag of it. 


Alec frowned at Tico and opened his mouth to reply, but David beat him to it. 

"Shut up and listen for a second, will ya Tico? Richie's mom hasn't seen him for like two days. And, when | went 
‘round Jon's yesterday, his dad slammed the door in my face saying that .." He trailed off as the door opened, 
all three men spinning around to look at Richie as he stumbled in, collapsing in the nearest chair. 

"Nice of you to show up," Tico commented sarcastically. 

David rolled his eyes and pushed Tico out of the way, handing Richie a steaming mug of coffee. 


Richie smiled weakly. "Thanks," he mumbled, taking a long sip. 


Alec sat in the chair next to Richie and looked at him. Richie was completely drenched, paler than he normally 
was and had bags under his eyes. "You OK?" 


Richie drained the coffee mug and nodded. "| am now." He sighed and ran his hands over his face before slicking 


his wet hair back. He leaned back in his chair, eyes darting around the room. "No sign of Jon?" 
David shook his head, wincing when Richie swore. "We thought he was with you," he said carefully. 
"No." Richie sighed, chewing on his lower lip. "I've been out looking for him all night." 

"Look... Jon's missing?" David frowned. 


"Yeah." Richie looked up as Alec wrapped a thick woollen blanket around his shoulders. "Thanks." 


"What's happened?" 
"l." Richie took a deep breath and shook his head. "Its not my place to tell you." 


"If something's happened to Jon, we deserve to know about it" Tico spoke up for the first time, stubbing his 
cigarette out in the ashtray. "Has it got something to do with that club?" 


Alec glanced at Tico. "You've changed your tune," he observed. 


Tico had the grace to blush lightly. "Yeah, well.. that was before | knew something had actually happened. | just 
thought." he shook his head at Richie's frown. "Doesn't matter," he brushed it off. "Rich?" 


David chewed on his upper lip thoughtfully. "Something's happened between Jon and his parent's, hasn't it?" 


Richie scratched his neck and stood up, starting to pace. "Yeah," he admitted eventually. He sighed and turned 
to face the others, sitting on the edge of the table. "They threw him out. They caught him and another guy 
making out. They threw him out on the streets, and to cut a long story short he ended up working at the club. 
Until last night, when he got fired and now he's missing." 


"Then why the fuck are we sitting around here talking?" Alec exclaimed. "Why aren't we out there looking for 
him?" 


David and Tico agreed, both pulling on jackets against the rain. 
"Richie, you go out back and get some sleep, ok?" David suggested. "We'll be back in a few hours." 
Richie nodded and lay down on the couch, watching as David, Tico and Alec went to continue the search for Jon. 


Jon wrapped his jacket tighter around himself as another series of coughs wracked his thin frame. The rain 
pounded down on him, and he shivered as it soaked through his jacket and clothes, running in rivulets down his 
skin The weather had turned two nights ago and he hadn't been able to find safe shelter. He'd started coughing 
last night and felt like he had a temperature. He stumbled over the edge of the sidewalk and swore under his 
breath, now was really not a good time to be getting sick. 


He pushed his hair back from his face and sighed as his stomach growled, reminding him how long it had been 
since the last meal he'd had. Nearly two days. Coughing hard again, Jon sank to the ground and wrapped his 
arms around his knees, looking around. He was cold, wet, tired, hungry, getting sick and, from the look of things, 
completely lost. He didn't recognise the area at all, and that made him wary of taking shelter, not knowing who 
would be where. One thing he knew was that he couldn't sit in the middle of the street all night. He slowly 
hauled himself to his feet, his eyes catching sight of an old, seemingly abandoned - but with a roof - 
warehouse on the opposite side of the street. 


Chewing on the inside of his cheek, Jon crossed over and walked around the building, watching through the 
windows carefully. Satisfied there was no sign of life, he made his way around the back and kicked in a half- 


rotten door panel, glancing around one last time before slipping in. 

He sank exhausted to the floor, his bag falling from his back to land next to him, rainwater dripping and 
puddling on the floor around him. He leaned his head against the wall and wrapped his arms around his body, 
eyes starting to slide closed. 

A sharp kick to the ribs woke Jon and he slowly sat up, blinking at the group of men who had circled him. He 
rose to an unsteady crouch, frowning when he realised they were emptying his bag, throwing his clothing 


amongst themselves. He bit back a cough, gnawing on his lower lip to stifle his protests at their behaviour. 


"What are you doin’ here?" One of them stepped forward and grabbed a fistful of Jon's jacket, pulling him to 


his feet. "This is our warehouse, and you're not one of us. " 

Jon pulled away from the other man and doubled over, falling to his knees in a coughing fit. He could hear the 
jeers and laughter of the gang ringing in his ears and felt his cheeks flaming red with embarrassment. He 
pulled himself to his feet and stood his ground opposite the man he assumed was the leader of the gang. 

"| didn't know it was your warehouse," Jon replied. 

"Well you do now, so | think you'd better leave." 


Jon sighed and nodded. "Ok, sure. Just give me my back bag and I'll be on my way." 


The gang members laughed and threw the bag to their leader, who grinned back at them. "This bag?" He asked, 


tossing it up in the air and catching it again, raising one eyebrow at Jon 


Jon stepped forward and reached for the bag, falling flat on his face when another one of the boys tripped 
him up. The gang all laughed and the leader threw the bag to the floor. 


Jon reached for the bag but the gang leader grabbed it before him. Jon stood up and crossed his arms over 
his chest, glaring at him. 


"Give me back my bag" He reached out for it but the other man stepped to one side, tripping Jon over again 
"Fuck off!" The gang laughed. "The bag's ours now kid, so just get lost." 

Jon reluctantly stepped into the circle formed by the rest of the gang in an effort to retrieve his bag. "Just 
give it back," He growled, the effect ruined by another fit of coughing that left him doubled over, tears 


threatening to stream down his face. The gang leader stepped forward and pushed Jon back down to the floor 


before he had time to recover. 


He bent down and hissed into Jon's ear. "We asked you nicely," he reminded Jon, kicking him in the stomach. 


Jon moaned and curled into a ball as the rest of the gang turned on him, kicking, punching, spitting at him. He 
lashed out when he felt them tugging off his shoes but they soon overpowered him, holding him down as first 


his sneakers, then his jacket were removed and thrown around the warehouse along with his bag. 


Grabbing a fistful of Jon's t-shirt, the gang leader pulled him to his feet and propelled him towards a side 
entrance to the warehouse, pushing him outside. "Now get lost" Jon didn't move, just shook his head slowly and 
ran his tongue over his split lip, tasting blood. "What are you waiting for?" The gang leader signalled to two of 
the others who stormed out of the warehouse and started pushing Jon around. Jon grunted and turned, 


stumbling away from them, increasing speed when they started chasing and throwing stones at him. 


He eventually lost them and stumbled to the ground, gasping for breath, tears careening down his cheeks. He 
wiped his hand over his face, grimacing as his fingers came away sticky with blood. He curled into a ball, 
shivering as the rain pounded down relentlessly on him. He was still tired, cold, wet and hungry and top of that 
he was now aching and had a pounding headache. Another series of coughs left him shaking and gasping for 
breath. Moving into a sitting position he brought his knees to his chest and wrapped his arms around his legs. 
He was definitely getting sick; the coughs, the shortness of breathe, the shivering, and he was positive he had 


a temperature. Despite the cold and the rain, he was damp with sweat. 


He sighed as the sun started to rise and he could get a good look at his surroundings. He knew he was utterly 
lost, but couldn't help but feel as though he recognised his surroundings. He frowned and took another look 
around. He'd definitely been here before, but when? He furrowed his brow and tried to remember. Richie... he'd 


been here with... Richie lived around here somewhere! 


Feeling slightly stronger, Jon rose shakily to his feet and wrapped his arms around himself as he stumbled 
forward, determined to find Richie's parent's house. He wandered away from the industrial section and into the 


residential area, heart feeling lighter as he recognised his way. 

Daylight had almost fully broken and he grinned as he recognised first the street, and then the Sambora 
house. He sighed weakly, coughing again into his hand, mucus coating his fingers. He wiped his fingers on his 
jeans and was just about to ring the doorbell, when darkness beckoned him and he slid into unconsciousness, 
collapsing in a heap on the doorstep. 

The old lady tutted as she walked passed and turned to her companion. "A street kid sleeping on her doorstep; 
Joan will not be pleased at all" The second lady agreed and they carried on walking down the street, not hearing 
Joan Sambora's shriek as she opened the door to find Jon slumped in front of her. 

“Adam Richard! Get down here now!" 


Adam strode in from the kitchen, almost knocked over by Richie as he came hurtling down the stairs. 


"What's the matter, mom?" Richie skidded to a stop, eyes widening as he took in the sight of his mom 


crouched down next to Jon. "Jon!" Richie knelt down next to Jon, fingers automatically going to his neck to feel 
his pulse. "Mom?" 


"Adam, get the car ready. Jon needs to go to the hospital" Joan glanced down again at Jon, frowning at his 
blue-tinged lips. "And quickly," she added. "He's barely breathing." She smiled reassuringly at her son when she 
heard him swallow hard. His face was pale when she looked at him. "Don't worry, he'll be fine." She patted 
Richie's hand, placing the back of her other hand against Jon's forehead, frowning again as she felt his 


temperature. 


Richie looked up as he heard the car engine idling. He gathered Jon into his arms, tears threatening to fall as 
he cradled the limp body against his chest. He carried Jon over to the car and pulled a door open with one 
hand. He laid Jon down on the back seat and walked around to climb in the other side, shifting around until Jon's 
head was in his lap. Running his fingers through Jon's hair, Richie waited impatiently for Joan to get in the car. 


"Hurry up!" He hissed, blanching slightly as Adam twisted around in his seat and glared at him. "Sorry," Richie 
took a deep breath and looked down at Jon before meeting his father's eyes. "I just." 


Adam nodded. "I know, son," he replied, putting the car into gear and pulling out onto the road. "But yelling at 
your mother isn't going to get us to the hospital any quicker.” 


Richie nodded and silence descended in the car, broken only but Jon's laboured breathing. 


Richie ran his fingers down Jon's pale, bruised face. "Hang in there, JB," he whispered. "Don't die on me, please... 
Come on, don't do this to me.” Richie sighed. "How much... 


"We're here," Adam interrupted, slamming on the brakes. 


"Finally," Richie breathed, sliding out the car. He hooked his arms under Jon's knees and shoulders and, cradling 
him to his chest, carried him into the emergency department, following his parents and a nurse to a treatment 
room. He could vaguely hear his parents talking to the doctor but the majority of his attention was on the 
man in his arms, focussed on the sound of Jon's weak breathing. He growled softly when the nurse turned to 


him, trying to get him to lay Jon on the bed. 


"No," Richie backed away slowly, shaking his head, panicked expression on his face; he'd almost lost Jon too 


many times recently and wasn't prepared to let him go now that he had him. 


Joan stepped towards Richie. "Richie, | know how much Jon means to you, but if you don't let the doctors do 
their work he's going to die. You don't want that to happen do you?" Richie paled and shook his head. "Just lay 
him down on the bed, ok?" Richie's eyes darted between his parents, Jon and the doctors. 


He nodded slowly. "Ok," He agreed, laying Jon down on the bed, running his fingers down the unconscious man's 


face. "I'm not going anywhere," Richie promised Jon. 


‘lm going to have to ask you to wait outside," the doctor told them apologetically. 


"You hear that Jon?" Richie bent closer to Jon, lips brushing over his sweaty forehead. "I'll be right outside, 
ok?" 


Adam nodded and placed a hand on Richie's back, guiding him to a plastic chair, he and Joan taking a seat either 
side of him whilst they waited for the doctors to finish examining Jon. 


Richie sat quietly, his head in his hands, staring unbrokenly at the wall in front of him, willing himself to be 


there for Jon. He jumped and cried out softly when Joan placed a hand on his arm and curled his fingers 


around some change. 

"What's this for," Richie asked with a frown 

"To phone John and Carol" 

"Oh." Richie shook his head. "Um... I'm not so sure that's a good idea, mom." 


"What do you mean ‘not a good idea'?" Adam furrowed his brow. "They're Jon's parents, they deserve to know 
he's in hospital." 


"Not when it's their fault he's here, they don't!" Richie argued. 

"Their fault?" Adam echoed. "What do you mean?" 

Richie sighed and turned to face Adam. "They threw him out. They caught him making out with another guy 
and his dad just flipped, tossed him out on the streets." He went on to tell them how Jon ended up working, and 
losing his job, at the club, explaining how he and the rest of the band had been looking for Jon for days. At 
Joan's gasp, he turned slightly and wrapped his arms around her shoulder, holding her tightly. "You OK, mom?" 


She nodded. "He's just a child," she whispered, leaning against Richie. 


"| can't believe they'd do this to their own son," Adam almost exploded, rising from his seat, hands balled into 
fists at his sides. "I should go over there and give them a piece of my mind." 


"Dad, no!" Richie stood up and blocked Adam's path. "It's not worth it. They're angry, Jon's upset with them and 


confused. Don't go making matters worse, please?" 


Adam looked over at Joan, then back at Richie, before scowling and nodding. He sat back down again, glaring 
straight ahead, arms folded over his chest. 


"I still think you should go and ‘phone Jon's parents, Richie," Joan decided. 


"What? Why? No, | mean, | know why, but.. " Richie trailed off and shook his head "They're not going to listen, 
mom, they don't want to know. When.. When Jon first went missing, David went round and had the door 


slammed in his face. " 
"Make them listen" 
"But... But how?" 


"| don't know how," Joan shrugged. "But you will make them listen. | know that if the situation was reversed and 
something happened to you and no-one told me.." Joan trailed off. "Make them listen, Richie.” 


Richie nodded. "Yes, mom." He took the coins Joan was offering and walked down the corridor to the pay phone. 
He took a deep breath as he fed the money to the phone and listened to the ringing, waiting for someone to 
answer. Just as he was about to hang up, Carol Bongiovi answered. "Hi Mrs Bongiovi," Richie fought to keep his 
voice from breaking. "Its Richie here and | know you don't want to hear what I've got to say but | think you 
need to know that Jon's in hospital," the words came out as quickly as they could before she had chance to 
hang up. He took a deep breath and was about to tell her which hospital he was phoning from and what had 
happened to Jon when he realised he was listening to a dial tone. He hung the receiver up and went back to sit 
down with his parents. 


"How did it go?" Adam asked, sounding much calmer. 


Richie sighed. "I managed to tell Jon's mom that he was in hospital, but she hung up before | could tell her 
where he is and what had happened. " 


"At least you tried," Adam replied, looking at Joan. 


Joan took a deep breath. "You're in love with him, aren't you?" Richie's eyes widened and he blushed, staring 
down at the floor as he nodded. "Does he know?" 


Richie shook his head, still looking down at the carpet. "No," he answered, voice cracking. "No, he doesn't. | didn't 


even know he was gay until.. uhmm.. 

"Until you went to that club for your birthday," Joan finished, smiling softly as Richie's blush deepened 
"Yeah," Richie replied hoarsely, willing the ground to open up and swallow him whole. 

"Is that why you borrowed that money last week?" Adam asked slowly. "To go back to the club?" 


Richie squeezed his eyes shut, cheeks flaming with embarrassment as he nodded. "I had to speak to him," he 


explained. "l. I'll pay you back as soon as | can, | promise." 


Joan placed a calming hand on Richie's back. "Don't worry about it, Richie. Its not import." She trailed off, 


looking up as the doctor walked out of the treatment room and towards them 
Richie leapt to his feet. "How is he?" 


Richie wrinkled his nose against the smell of disinfectant that hung heavily in the air. He sighed softly and 
looked around the stark white room. He'd been sitting quietly next to Jon for a couple of hours, the younger 
man's hand loosely in his while he slept. He ran his free hand over his face as he looked down again at Jon, 
frowning at the bruising that stood out from his pale skin. One of Jon's arms was broken and lay across his 
chest in a plaster cast; the one that was in Richie's hand was connected to a drip, and a pulse monitor and.. 


other various things that Richie didn't recognise. 


Pneumonia, the doctor had said. Could have died The words rolled around Richie's head and he moaned under 


his breath. He felt it was his fault; he helped lose Jon his job and flat; hadn't been able to find him. 

He shook his head and squeezed his eyes shut to block it out. "Its not your fault," his mom had told him and 
he wanted to believe her, desperately wanted it to be true, but.. Wanting to believe Joan, Richie took a deep 
breath and turned his attention back to Jon, smiling when sleepy blue eyes met his. 

"Hey," Richie whispered, grin growing as Jon smiled weakly back at him. "How you feeling?" 

"Where?" Jon croaked, another fit of coughing leaving him breathless and thankful for the oxygen mask over 
his face. Richie handed him a glass of water, pulling the oxygen mask off and holding him up as he sipped the 
drink "Thanks," Jon replied, voice stronger. He lay back down, placed the mask back over his face and looked 
around the room again. "Hospital?" He asked. 

Richie nodded. "Yeah. You.. uhmm.. My mom found you passed out on the doorstep. Doctor says you've got 
pneumonia and your arm is broken." He gestured at Jon's chest and almost burst out laughing at the confused 


look on Jon's face as the younger man looked down at the cast. "What happened, Jon?" 


Jon opened his mouth to reply but yawned instead, his eyes sliding closed as he slumped back against the bed. 
He forced his eyes open again and apologised to Richie. 


Richie shook his head. "Don't worry about it. You go back to sleep, I'll still be here when you wake up." 
"You mean that?" Jon whispered. "You.. you won't leave?" 
"Not if you don't me to," Richie promised. 


"Thanks," Jon smiled and Richie was struck by how young he looked, lying there in the bed. He squeezed Jon's 
hand gently, the pressure returned by Jon, relaxing as he drifted off. "Richie?" 


"Thought you were asleep," Richie laughed. 


"Uhmm, yeah. | just wanted to.. doesn't matter." 
"What is it, Jon?" 
"Uhmm.. my mom?" Jon asked hopefully and nibbled on his lower lip, eyes misting with tears. 


Richie took a deep breath. "| phoned her, managed to tell her you were in hospital, but.. " He sighed and broke 
eye contact, gaze dropping his hands. "She hung up before | could tell her where." 


"Oh" Jon swallowed hard, biting down on his lower lip in an effort to keep himself from crying, but it didn't 
work Tears started coursing down his cheeks until he was sobbing hard, shaking from the force of them. 


‘Oh, Jon... No, don't cry." Richie let go of Jon's hand and sat on the edge of the bed, lifting Jon up and pulling 
him close. The younger man rested his head on Richie's shoulder and wrapped his arms around hin, clinging to 


him as he cried. Richie ran his fingers through Jon's hair. "Hey, come on, itll be ok" 


Jon shook his head but didn't pull away. "No it won't," he sniffed. He wiped his tears away with one hand. "Why.. 
Why don't they love me anymore, Richie? | thought.. they're my mom and dad and... | love them and | thought | 
loved Tom but | miss my mom and.. " He broke off, thin shoulders shaking as he coughed again, still not 


releasing his grip on Richie. "I want my mom, Richie," he whispered, fresh tears falling. 


Richie's heart broke and he held Jon closer, cupping the back of his skull, before lying him back down on the 
bed. "I'll go call her again," he decided and rose to his feet. 


"No, don't go, please. Don't.. don't leave me, Richie." Jon's breath caught in his chest before speeding up again 
and he shook his head, grabbing Richie's hand. "Stay, please." 


Richie nodded and sank back down in the chair. "OK," he agreed, thumb rubbing over the back of Jon's hand. "I 


won't go anywhere," he reassured Jon. "But you need to calm down, ok?" 


Jon nodded and took a deep breath. "Thanks," he smiled weakly, brushing away a few tears that still clung to 
his eyelashes. "Umm... could you... uh.. " He looked up and met Richie's eyes. "Hold me?" He begged softly. 


"Please?" 


Richie nodded again and stood up. "Scoot over." He waited for Jon to move over before climbing into the bed 


with Jon and pulling him between his legs. 


Jon sighed quietly and relaxed against Richie, his back against the other man's chest, head on his shoulder. He 
curled up against him, burying his face in Richie's neck He opened his mouth to speak but only managed 
another jaw-breaking yawn. "Sorry, " he whispered. 


Richie wrapped his arms around Jon. "Don't be," He told Jon. "You need to sleep to get better, and I'll still be 


here when you wake up.” 


The soft snuffled sound of Jon's breathing as he fell asleep was the only reply as he ran his fingers through 
Jon's hair, holding him as he slept. 


Richie groaned as he slowly woke up, rolling his neck to ease the stiffness he could feel settling in. He blinked, 
not recognising the room he was in and not knowing why he'd woken up when it was still dark. One of his arms 
was numb and he started to stretch when he was stopped by the violent shaking of the thin body curled up 
again him, shakes caused by another painful coughing fit: 


His hand moved to Jon's back, rubbing it in soothing circles until the coughs subsided and Jon was left weak 
and clinging to Richie, gulping in great lungfuls of air through the oxygen mask. Tears streamed down Jon's face 
and he was still trembling, his breathing shallow and wheezy. 


"Jon?" Richie's hand slid up to rub the back of Jon's neck and through his hair in an effort to calm him. "You 


ok? You.. uhmm.. want me to get the doctor?" 


Jon shook his head. "No," he whispered, curling tighter against Richie. He fell silent again, relaxing against Richie, 
his eyes sliding closed. Richie reached down and brushed the tears from Jon's cheeks, swallowing hard when 
Jon leaned into his touch. He reminded himself that Jon was probably just seeking comfort. Jon sighed softly 
and stretched out against Richie, pillowing his head on the older man's shoulder, the oxygen mask hanging 


loosely around his neck. 

"Jon?" 

"Hmm... s'nice," Jon purred, rolling his neck. 
Richie smiled. "What is?" 

Jon looked up at him and grinned lightly. "This." 


Richie felt his heart leap into his mouth as Jon caught his eyes. They grinned at each other, and Richie cupped 
Jon's cheek in his hand as he leaned closer and brushed his lips over Jon's. He pulled back and searched Jon's 
eyes, and, seeing nothing other than wonder, dipped his head back down and kissed the younger man again, with 
more confidence this time. 


The kiss broke and Jon's tongue darted out to wet his lips. "l." He was interrupted by a light knock on the door. 
Blushing, he looked up, grin fading when he saw David, Tico and Alec standing in the doorway, watching them 


with amused expressions on their faces. 


"We're.. uhh... not interrupting anything, are we?" David laughed and raised one eyebrow as he strolled into the 
room, perching on the foot of Jon's bed. He tipped his head to one side. "No offence, JB, but you look like shit” 
He laughed as Jon stuck his tongue out, his expression turning sombre as he spoke again, Alec and Tico also 


sitting on the end of the bed. "But.. you.. you are gonna be ok, right?" 


Jon nodded and sat up, his back once again rest against Richie's chest, the guitarists arms wrapped lightly 
around him. "Yeah, I'll be fine,” he replied, feeling Richie nod behind him. 


Alec pulled a face. "Sorry, but you don't look alright." 

"Al." Richie's voice took on a warning tone. 

"Leave it, Rich," Jon sighed and shrugged lightly. "He's right. I've got pneumonia, a broken arm, nowhere to live, 
parents who don't give two shits about me, no job, no money and an $800 debt. OF course l'm not alright." His 
speech left him breathless and he slumped back against Richie, tears falling slowly down his cheeks as he pulled 
the oxygen mask up over his face again. 

"Shit," Alec clapped a hand over his mouth. "I didn't mean. just.. sorry?" he offered eventually. 

Jon nodded and sniffed hard, making himself cough again. 


Tico glanced at the others. "I think we might be able to do something about that,” he said mysteriously. 


Jon frowned as David grinned and choked back a barely concealed giggle. Before he had chance to say anything, 
David turned to Richie. 


"In my jacket pocket," Richie told David, nodding to the spare chair in the room. 


David nodded and stood up, pulling a small black bag from the pocket of Richie's jacket. He opened the bag and 
pulled out a wad of notes, counting out $125. Then he reached into his own pocket and counted out a further 
$105. He turned to Tico who handed him another bundle of cash. Jon's eyes grew wider and wider as David 
counted out $150. He leaned back against Richie shaking his head. He started to reply, his mouth snapping shut 
again as Alec counted out another $350. 


| sold my car," he confessed at the looks of incredulity on the other's faces. "We needed a van anyway, and | 
got us one from my Uncle. This is just the leftover," he explained 


David grinned. "Cool. So that's..." He counted out the money again before handing it to Jon. "$730. Not quite all 


you owe, but.. " 
"|..." Jon swallowed hard around the lump in his throat, tears welling in his eyes. 


"And thats not all of it either," Richie spoke up for the first time. "My mom says you can stay with us for as 
long as you need to. And, | spoke to your cousin Tony yesterday afternoon. He said there's a job going at the 
studio if you're interested, not much just sweeping the floor, making the coffee etc.." He left the sentence 
hanging, grinning as Jon opened and closing his mouth but not managing to say anything. 


He licked his lips, shaking his head slowly. "I can't." He pushed the money away. 


Tico pressed it back into Jon's hand, closing his fingers into a fist over it. "Yes, you can" He smiled reassuringly 


at the fleeting look of panic that darted over Jon's face. 


"l. | don't know what to say," Jon whispered, tears streaming down his face as he looked at the others. "l. 


Thank you.” 


Disclaimer: 

Bon Jovi are real people, and the events in this story are just that - fictional, figments of my sick and twisted 
imagination. Hell, call it a fantasy if it makes you feel better. Whatever. No rumours should be started in 
regards to any events in these works of fiction This story is written purely for entertainment purposes and 


no money is being made out of it. 


